
Tl:e Hijlory of 

O, the Divell take fuch cozeners, God forgivetne 
^ood Unkle tell your tale, I have done. * 

^^i?r.Nay,ifyouh vs not,toitagainc. 

We will It ay your leifiire. 

I have done yfaith, 

^''^.Thcn once xnore to your Scottilh Prifoner*. 
Deliver them up without their raniomc ftraiaht. 

And make the DonvgUs foane your ondy meanc 

m which for divers reafons 

Which I lhall fend you written, b* atTur’d 
Will eafily be granted you ; my LomA. . * 

Your fonne in ScotUndhd\\% thu^ployed 
Shall fecretly into thebofom^f^ep ^ ’ 

Ofthat fame noble Prelate j»ell-faelov’d 
The Archbilhop. " * 

f^ot,OfTorke,\il^j^l} 

TV or. True, who beafes hard" 

His brothers death at ’Brifiowjih: Lord Scrape: 

I ipcak not thisin effimation. 

As whatl think might be, but what I know 
Is ruminated, plotted and fct down. 

And onely flayes but tobeholdthe face 
Ot that occafion that fhall bring it on. 

Hot. I fmell it : upon my life it will do Well. 
W^r.Betore the game’s afoot, thou ftill let’ft flip. 

^of.Why, It cannot chufc but bea noble plot. 

And then the power of Scot/^nd^ind ofr»r%, 
TojoynewithU?^tf?'tiw<?r,ha. 

And fo they {hall. ^ 

Hot. InfaithitisCTceedinglywcllaymdc. 

or. And tis no little reafon bids us Aecd, 

To five our heads, by railing ofa head .• 
for, bear our fclves as even as we can, 

TheKing will alwayes thinkhim in our debt; 

TMi unfitisfied, 

Ifll he hath found a time to pay us home. 

And lie already , how it doth begin 

o oQAKC u^ ftrangers to his looks of love. 


Henry the Fourth, 

Slot. He docs ! he does ; wcele be reveng'd on hi « 

mr. Coufin, farewell. Nofurther go in this. 

Then I by letters lhall dired your courlc 
When time is ripe, which will be fuddenly : 
Ileftcalto^W^w^r, andto Mor:tmer, 

Where yoii and 'D$wglas,i3ad our powers at 
As I ^itl falhion it, lhallbappily m'ler, 

To bear our fortunes in oilr own Itrong tames,. 

Which now we hold at muthuncertai ty . 

Nor, Farewell, good brother, we lhall thrive I truft. 

Hot. Unklc, adue ; O let the houresbc Ihdrt, 

Till fields,and blows,and groves,applaud our fport. Exeunt. 

Snter a Carrier v>ith a lantern in his hand. 

\ C/tr.Heigh ho, an it be not four by the day , lie be hang’d, 
Piarles-Tvaine is over the new chimney, and yet our horfe not 
packt. What OjHer i 

Oft. Anon,anon. 

I Car Iprethec7o«j,bdatCucsfiddlejppuc* few flocksin' 
the point,poore jade is wrung in the withers out of al 1 ceffc, 
€mer another Carrier. 

. a Car. Pcafc and beans are as danke here as a dog , and that . 
is the next way to givepoore » ades the Bots;this houfe is tur- 
ned uplide down fince RoHn OtUcr died. 

I far. Poore fellow never joyed flnee tits price of Oates 
role, it was the death ofhim. 

a {an I think this to bethe moft villanous houfe in all . 
road for fleas, lam flung like a tench. 

I Car-. LikcaTench? by the Maffeth.-Te ishc’rca King 
chriften could be better bit,thcn I have bin flnee the firfl cock. 

a C'4r.Why,youwniallowusne’rcaj*ordain,andthenv c. 

k»kc ill your chimney ,and your chamber-lic breeds fleas like 
a Loach. 

I f 4r. What Ofl/ifi-jComc away, and behangd, come away. 

a havea gammon ofBacon, and tworafes of ginger, 

to be delivered as farre as 

I Crff. Gods body, the Turkics in my panicr arc quite ftai> , 
; what Oftler? ajtlague on thee, haft thou never an eye i^ 
shy head ?^anfl not hear ? and ’twere notas gdoda^decd as 

C s drink. 
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